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going to the bar to drink whilst actually she is going to the
observation car to see if she cannot make a shorthand note
of the appearance of Princeton spire.
I, on the other hand, think the railway system is finished
because that sort of female now knits in long-distance trains. In
my day it was different. You went to the "American Wonder"
or the "Columbian Flyer" with a cheering retinue carrying
bouquets of gladioli, hip flasks, and boxes of candy done up
with scarlet ribbon at ten dollars a shot. And the president
of the Line, who always travelled on that speed-wonder,
hung over the rail of the observation car with a couple of
naughty ladies from the Broadway stage on each arm. And
the band played the Star-Spangled Banner:, everybody kissed
everybody else long kisses; and even the reporters cheered.
. . . Yes, it was like that. There was none of the regretful
Orpheus and Eurydice business in the shades* . , . I don't
believe there were any shades then; or if there were you
couldn't see them for the gladioli and the lip-salve.
... As for knitting. . . .
§
The observation car is in the middle of the train with about
ten coaches hung on behind it, and the rear platform is
barred off by iron grills. It has a dog-eared appearance
that suggests the smell of a saloon bar before it has been
cleaned at six in the morning. I don't mean that it smells
like that, but that it looks as if it ought to. It is gloomier than
Phlegethon. Biala will certainly not be able to draw here;
the truck following on the observation platform has the air
of an armoured tank hastening to our destruction.
I say:
"You certainly will not be able to see Princeton spire from
here." She says:
"Perhaps not yet; but perhaps from the side windows
later. We are only at Elizabeth."
I protest that she is—that she must be—mistaken. You
cannot tell one depot for gasolene-containers from another,
so she cannot tell by the landscape. But we have been a
hundred hours in this train; we must have passed Trenton.

